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To the Grinches with a Killer Streak,


As you dive into Merry Little Vengeance, I wish you a season filled with just the right mix of chaos and cheer. May your days be merry, your nights thrilling, and your skeletons (mostly) buried.



To make your reading experience even more immersive, I’ve curated a playlist to keep you in the mood. Nothing says “holidays” quite like dark lyrics wrapped in festive beats. Click this link, press play, and let the dark holiday vibes flow.



Merry, merry, blah, blah,
 



This is a work of fiction. All characters and events portrayed in this book are fictional, and any resemblance to actual people or incidents is purely coincidental.
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Home for the Homicides


I feel naked without my 9mm Beretta. Travelling with a pistol and a myriad of other weapons over the Christmas and New Year period is apparently frowned upon, or so my agent, Jane, tells me. Flying commercial for the first time in years has tested the limits of my self-control. But I’m a professional. If I have to, I can kill with a spoon; if that’s not an option, my thumbs will work just as well. There were a few moments during the almost two days of travel from Barbados to visit my family in Pretoria for the first time in nearly a decade that I almost forgot I wasn’t working and was supposed to be on holiday. A particularly obnoxious couple gave a single mother with her baby a hard time. I would have taken them out for free if the young mother had asked. I could have made it look natural or like an accident, depending on her request. There are so many ways to kill someone on a plane or in an airport. But anyway. Moving along swiftly.

I have a rule or a code: no matter how annoying the kid is or how stupid a woman has been in her choice of husband or profession, I won’t kill them, no matter how good the money is. But if you have a guy you want taken out, I’m your girl as long as he’s earned that bloody end, of course. I’m not a complete monster.

My parents, or at least my mother, still think I’ve been working as a flight attendant for an airline. They stopped asking questions about what I did for a living when they dropped by unexpectedly while I was living in Vienna. I tried to hide the rifle and the knives, but my father got a glimpse of them and some of my scars, including what was obviously a fresh bullet wound on my shoulder. Thankfully, he had the sense not to ask any questions and distracted my mother long enough for me to hide the rest of the tools of my trade. After that, I stopped telling them where I was living, and since they went on pension, they can’t afford to travel to the countries I usually work in. Thank fuck!

I suppose I could pay for the plane ticket for them to visit me, but honestly, I’m always working and don’t have the time to play tourist in any of the cities I visit. I’m also not really there long enough to visit the tourist spots or play hostess to my parents. I usually just shoot in and out, so to speak. The only place I don’t take jobs is in my hometown of Pretoria. Jane has been trying to get me to take jobs there since there are so many targets, and it’s very easy to make it look like a random crime, given the high crime rate in the city. I still take the odd job in Cape Town or Johannesburg. However, I try to avoid those jobs as much as possible. I prefer Europe and South America. They pay better.

Visiting my family and taking a holiday was Jane’s idea. She thinks I’m on the verge of either full-on burnout or a breakdown of some kind. Apparently, I got a little stab-happy on the last job, and as a result, Jane put me on a timeout so I could get some well-deserved R&R, or that’s how she tried to frame it. I think she thinks I might become a liability if I don’t have a holiday, which would be a very bad thing in my line of work. So, here I am, spending Christmas and New Year with my parents in South African suburbia in the middle of an African summer during a fucking heatwave. I could have been skiing in the Alps sipping Glühwein and taking out some Mafia Don who’d pissed off one of the cartels, but no, Jane insisted I visit my parents and have some quality family time.

Kill me now.


Oh, Bloody Night


The guy at passport control is sweating his arse off despite the aircon blowing while cheesy Christmas music plays through airport speakers. Christmas lights twinkle all over the ceiling, and a few plastic Christmas trees line the walls as I walk towards the gate, dragging my suitcase behind me. Windows and glass doors have been sprayed with fake snow. They’ve tried to make it look festive, but to be honest, this time of year has never been my favourite. Actually, I fucking hate Christmas.     

My father is nervous when he meets me at the gate. He hugs me tight, as he always has, but there is something in his eyes. I’ve learned to pick up on subtle cues over the years. Spotting a furtive glance, an inadvertent gesture or strange body language can mean the difference between life and death in my line of work. And there is something off with almost everything my Dad is doing. He’s telegraphing like a caffeine addict jonesing for an espresso. I can’t believe my father is afraid of me, though. Something or someone else has to be freaking him out.
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